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trously tried to love. The drums were ordered by the same man
as saw him die with Christian firmness and then boasted of
having spread the lie (still flitting round the world like an
unclean vampire) that King Louis had to be thrown struggling
on to the bed of Death.

When that far-off thunder ceased, when there were footsteps
and voices again in the streets around the Temple^ she could
turn to Elisabeth and talk of needlework. They were allowing
her black, and a widow had need of mourning.